26                     ALL FOR LOVE               [ACT i
Scrap. Set out before your doors :ihe images of all your sleeping fathers, With laurels crowned; with laurels wreathe your posts. And strew with flowers the pavement; let the priests Do present sacrifice ; pour out the wine, And call the gods to join with you in gladness,
Vent Curse on the tongue that bids this general joy 1 Can they be friends of Antony, who revel When Antony's in danger?   Hide, for shame, You Romans, your great grandsires7 images, For fear their souls should animate their marbles, To blush at their degenerate progeny.
Alex. A love, which knows no bounds, to Antony, Would mark the day with honours, when all heaven Laboured for him, when each propitious star Stood wakeful in his orb, to watch that hour, And shed his better influence.    Her own birthday Our queen neglected like a vulgar fate, That passed obscurely by.
Vent Would it had slept, Divided far from his; till some remote And future age had called it out, to ruin Some other prince, not him !
Alex. Your emperor,
Though grown unkind, would be more gentle, than To upbraid my queen for loving him too well,
Vent. Does the mute sacrifice upbraid the priest ? He knows him not his executioner. Oh, she has decked_ his ruin with her love, Led him in golden bands ^o^gau^^IaupQter, And made perdition P^^i1?^,,^^.^^^^ "flie l^a Sc^fwriatTie wasT I tell thee, eunuch, she has quite unmanned him, Can any Roman see, and know him now, Thus altered from the lord of half mankind, Unbent, unslnewed, made a woman's toy, Slurunk from the vast extent of all his honours,